122                        PASTOR HALL

Fritz Gerte.

[Stands for a moment astonished.]

Even you won't get away with this, General I'll go, but
not for long enough to let one of you escape.

[He turns and goes out.]
Paul von Grotjahn. Damned cheek!
Ida Hall We must hurry. What shall we do ?

Paul von Grotjahn. Not much time. He'll be back. With a
hundred armed thugs even that fellow might be danger-
ous. Come, Friedrich,

[They turn and look at PASTOR HALL, who stands motionless]
Friedrich Hall Today is Sunday.
Paul von Grotjahn. We better try the backstairs.
Christine Hall You'll have to come too, Uncle Paul.

Paul von Grotjahn. They won't touch me.
[The clock strikes seven-thirty.]

Friedrich Hall

[As if in a trance.]
The evening service is just going to begin.

Ida Hall Friedrich, darling, what do you mean?

Friedrich Hall

[To VON GROTJAHN.]
Do you think we could get as far as the church?